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not go unpunished". He stood near the body for a minute
shedding silent tears and rushed to Kailasa to report the
ghasty incident. Sati's maids followed him.
In a moment, Nandi reached the snowy peaks where
Sankara was in deep meditation. In a mournful voice he
addressed,!1 Oh Lord, Sati is dead". Siva woke up from his
yoga trance and was shocked to learn what happened. His
face was grim and drained of blood, white as the ash on his
body. He wept bitterly crying out " Sati, dear Sati, gentle
Sati, my belevod! What have you done!" He paced slowly
up and down. Suddenly his sorrow gave room to anger.
His pale face became red and his eyes were burning coal
Restlessly he jumped hither and thither with wild strides.
Digging his hand into his matted locks, he drew out a single
strand of hair and hit it hard on a rock. With its impact,
volcanoes leaped up.
As the flames converged, a being took shape out of
their burning fury. He was red-faced and the fires of wrath
leaped out of every pore of his mighty body. He weilded a
curved sword and innumerable weapons in his several
arms. Nandi fell on his knees recognising the new creation
as Veerabhadhra the embodiment of Siva's anger. Several
demons smaller than Veerabhadhra and yet bearing
resemblance to him sprang up from the fires. Their
numbers multiplied every second. Veerabhadhra led his
army crying 'Vengeance, blood, death, destruction!".
With the speed of lightning, they reached the cursed
spot and savagely set to work, wrecking, burning and
destroying. They kicked the vessels, smashed the lamps
and destroyed the idols. With coarse weapons, they
attacked every one. They dragged out Gods and Goddesses
and forced them to their knees. They danced on Indras's
head and broke the staff of Yama. Remembering that Bhrigu
sported his mustache and beard they tore them away.
Agni's hands were cutoff and Bhaga's eyes were pierced.